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And have them lave Your feet.
Let me spray milk and soften this plan*
Let me splash these waters
And slake the hot air and sky.
Let me bathe You with my love
With the waters of my tears.
Again with the mystic pentad of syllab]
I shall swell these waters
And fold them tidally
To shower on You.
Let me have You clad
In Tantras that enrobe You intimately.
Let me gird You, clasp You
And scent You with the choice aroma
Of wood and land, and rain grains on 1
Let flowers be strewn,
Let trees sway gently
And shed their pollen
On Your divine person.
Let me light this gheed wick
And wave it in Your presence.
Let me offer You all these
For Your kind acceptance.
Let this camphor glow
And burn ashlessly.
Let me prostrate times without number
Now is the hour I must offer flowers of
Datta:              (Shouting)
Son, stop.
If-you don't,
You shall see the worst.
I can't brook this way of yours.
Have you lost respect to your father,
A devotee himself.
(So saying, he hurries to hold his son by hand, an tramples upon the 'pujadravya': the flowers, grass, I sandal, ghee, honey, flowers, fruits and the like.)
Vichara: Upon this ocymum Upon this crataeva Upon this Atthiosed stick. Such metamor-hoses are truly the Acts of God. The purr suggested by the title f the play is fraught with significance. The punishing instrument f God, it is good to remember, removes altogether the guilt of the unished. The process may be painful, but the result is nil nisi onum.
